My People 


Family Stories and Poems 
Preserving our French Canadian History 


goes the story. 


April 1, 2018 


Dear Family, 


_ Happy National Poetry Month! This will prove to be a poetry-rich month for me beginning with the hanging, on Monday, ofa 
_ ‘Rivers’ themed art exhibit at the Palmer Public library where my entry will be an art- with -poetry piece featuring the "At the 


__ Picnic" poem. 


Why am I sharing this with all of you? Because in 1935, your grandfather Richard Fontaine (or great-grandfather to your 
children), and his father R.J. Fontaine, had a near-death drowning teat in the Swift River in Bondsville, Massachusetts. 


It was a sunny Sunday afternoon, and R.J. and Beatrice (Dulude) Fontaine, took their 4 -year -old son Richard on a picnic with 
family and friends t to a grassy knoll on the Swift River. 


Most of the men could swlin and they spent the afternoon rope-swinging into the river. R.J., who could not swim, would swing 


across and land back on land sie and dry. That is, until someone e suggested he give his son a ride. The poem tells the rest of 


Be ‘My People’ is a Mohs poe, collection of narrative poems ys written diugh the years to preserve our family’s French 
Canadian heritage history. Some poems are Fontaine stories, Some are Dulude. As part of this month-long celebration, I will 
forward a poem (story) a day in no particular order. Occasionally you will find a companion art piece attached. 


Enjoy! 
Love you, 
Mom 

- Mémé 


Aunt Denise 
Denise 


At the Picnic _ 
Swift River, 1935 


Pa took his turns swinging above the current 
landing dry, each time; beside the sycamore. 
Not like the swimmers who’d lift off to let drop. 


Give the boy a ride, \ heard an uncle say. 
Pa swooped me up and we were on our way. : 
The rope held, but his hand slipped. We sank — quick. 


Later they’d say no one chanced rescuing us alone, 
what with Pa solid as the blocks of ice he delivered. 
Arms linked over arms; their human chain grew — 


grew till they saved us. Two things I remember: 
my mother’s cries, and when they set me safe to shore 
Nothing else is clear. | was only four. _ 


= 


3 PER AO EN ETT SUT RE ERED GPR ORAL IES eS eknatses 


At the Picnic 
Swift River, 193g 


By Denise Fontaine Piscince 


Pa took his turns swinging above the current 
landing dry, each time, beside the sycamore. 
Not like the swimmers who'd lift off to let drop. 


Give che boy # ride, | heard an unele say. 
Pa swooped me up and we were on our way 
The rope held, but his hand slipped. We sank ~ quick 


Later they'd say no one chanced rescuing us alone, 
what with Pe solid ax the blocks of ice he delivered 
Asis linked over arms; their human chain grew ~ 


gtew Ull they saved us. Two things { remember 
thy thother's cries, and when they set me safe to shore. 
Nothing else &s clear. I was only four 


- Quebec) Canada. He was the eldest son (the eldest child was a girl) of 6 
children, and therefore held the most responsibility in helping to support 
heir homestead. 


s€ were poor times. You will come to know just how poor as you read = 
day’s entry, but for now a glimpse at R.J’s life whe -he was 9 years old. © 


how! he envied his big brother who could walk ad iba ma and leave the farm work to his E 


ge his barn witha icc in pasture o owned wate jane ‘McLean, and ee agreed. 


a 


Dear Family, 


What you may not know is that R.]J. ioe their little farm in Fontainebleau, and he wanted 
nothing more than to care for the chickens, cows, gardens and land. But as the eldest son, he © 
was obligated to work at jobs off the farm to earn money for the household. The irony is that — 


his brother Maurice, four years his junior, would have been happy trading places with him. 


Maurice told me once, in no uncertain terms, how much he disliked all the farm chores and — 


siblings. 


R Js love of farm life never subsided. te alice he immigrated t to ‘the : nied, States (he never 74 


formally became a citizen), married our grandmother, Beatrice Dulude (another story for | 


another day), built ahome, a business, and a little nest egg, he askec his wife for ieee 


to purchase black angus to set up a cattle farm. He’d found ren operty in Belchertown. a 


April 5, 2018 


Dear Family, 


Thetford Mines is a town in Quebec, Canada founded 
in 1876 after a large deposit of asbestos was 
discovered there. In 1918, when R.J. was 13 years old, 
he went to work in those mines and it was exposure to 
the asbestos that contributed to serious lung problems 
leading ultimately to his cruel demise. And, a lifetime 
of tobacco. That didn’t help either. 


When R.J. was 14 years old his parents George and 
Ozilda crossed the border with their six children to 
visit relatives in Three Rivers. They hoped the 
employment climate was healthier in America. That George Fontaine 
was not the case, and after a short stint they returned 
to life in Fontainebleau and R.J. returned to the mines. 
But, not before meeting his future life partner and the 
love of his life, Beatrice Dulude a French speaking girl 
from Three Rivers. 


Two years later, in 1921, the family tried again. R.J. 
and his older sister Angelina were sent ahead to Three 
Rivers to look for work. Opportunity still wasn’t good, 
and they were preparing to return to Canada when 
their parents, who hadn’t heard a word from them in 
weeks, interpreted ‘no news as good news’ and they 
sold the farm, packed up their goods and headed, like 
so many families across the globe at the time, toa ase 
better life in America. Ozilda Lamoureux Fontaine 


Today’s poem is my interpretation of those events; 
most specifically, to their miscommunication. 


: Two Letters 


Fontainebleau, Quebec 
August 2, 1921 


Cher Angelina, 

Dear Angelina, 

Ca fait quel que sanaine depuis nous 

avons aux des nouvelle des vous. 

It has been weeks since we’ve heard from you. 
Toi et ton frere dois avoir trouve d’louvrage! 
You and your brother must have found work! — 


_ Nous nous preparon de quitter la ferme. 


We are preparing to leave the farm. 


- Demande a ton oncle Louis de nous recontrer a de: gare. 

_ Ask Uncle Louis to meet us at the train station. _ 
Nous arrivons a huit heures le soir le neuf de seplenre 
We arrive at 8pm on September 9". — 
Ta mere qui Uaime 

_ Love, Mama 


Rivers, N Massachusetts 


ee ee 


Re eo 


RALLIES 


Tecan still see my Cae seh on 


April 6, 2018 


Dear Family, 


R.J. (Roland Joseph) Fontaine married Beatrice Mae Dulude on February 24, 1925 in 
Three Rivers, Massachusetts. Beatrice was the middle child and only daughter of 


Alphonse and Georgiana (Leveille) Dulude. Alphonse was a drayman, which means that _ 
he was the driver of a dray, typically a horse drawn flat-bed wagon used to transport all : 


kinds of goods. Georgiana supplemented their income by taking in wash for the | 


neighbors, and in doing laundry at the Sisters of the Presentation of Mary convent which 


housed the nuns who taught at Saint Ann school the parochial elementary school where 
Beatrice was educated. (And later, her son Richard my father, and me and my siblings). 
Both families, Fontaine and Dulude, were parishioners of Saint Ann's ssl 


At that time, RJ. was a lumberj ack eaend: in peedined Springs, ‘Conhecunt: ne and 
Beatrice were living at the lumber camp in December of 1925, and they had every 

_ intention of taking | the train to Palmer to spend their first married Christmas eee with 
their families, but those aes didn’t imete work out. 


kitchen, the sadness and the loneliness on his 1ce laa his voice, as he shared the . 
details of that day. 


I hope this poem captures me facts, but. more ¢ importantly the feelings as well. 


P.S. With today’s entry Pm n including te two photos of RJ. a Beatrice: one fel their Wodiina 
day and one right around the time of their iamaye, as well as a caboose wall peas I 
made to memorialize this story : : oe — 


Beatrice and RJ. on their wedding day, Feb. 24, 1925 


R.J. and Beatrice Fontaine 


‘the Vermont «Central 
stop, : 
salivating over thoughts 
_ of turkey, fourtiere, 

~ naveau, and fourd. 


field at dusk ; the He bent’ in prayer over a basket of ponies agai t the | 
steeple on the horizon, the bell’s toll marking the end of their work ae 


; bowing 
He wished for tree work Se dic Barvest amon 
closer to home. Se sunflowers 
She missed her brothers— 
how they made her laugh. 
. They waited, 
not believing 


what they couldn’t hear: 
click-click sounds, 
whistling steam; 

only their breath between 
creaks of hard snow 
shifting weight 

as their bags rotated 
from washer-woman 

to lumberjack hands. : 

They waited ee 
until they knew to wait no more. 
Walked back — Be 
: to hear chantier i in the woods, 
Note even the scl 


Caboose Wall Hanging made to memorialize this story. 


April 7 , 2018 


Dear Family, 


How fortunate for me, a lover of stories, to grow up living 
right across the street from three of my elders: pépé, petite 
meémé, and gross mémé. Seriously. That’s how Bernie, 
Michelle, and I addressed my father’s parents, R.J. and 
Beatrice, and his grandmother on his mother’s side, 
Georgiana Leveille Dulude. Simply translated: petite meme 
was ‘little mémé (or the younger of the grandmothers) and 
gross mémé was ‘big mémé’ (the older of the two). In time 
we shortened ‘petite’ to ‘tit mémé’and then ultimately 
dropped that altogether and she was just ‘mémé’, and we 
translated the ‘gross’ to ‘big’, and our great-grandmother 
was referred to, and addressed as ‘big méme’. 


Big mémé’s bedroom was on the first floor (currently my 


sister’s bedroom), where she kept all the old family photos in 


her bottom dresser drawer. While my sister Michelle’s 
favorite activity was to play cards with mémé, mine was to 
look at the old photos with big mémé. How I loved her 
Leveille and Dulude stories! 


But, while she was the keeper of her family’s stories, she 
didn’t share all the details of her own personal life with me. 
Today’s poem is a story I was told about Georgianna years 
after she passed away. It describes one side of her 
premarital and marital relationship with her husband, 
Alphonse Dulude, Sr.. Please note that not once, in all her 
story-telling hours with me, did she ever speak of her 


husband’s drinking, or his bad temper when he was drunk. 
Not once. 


Georgianna Leveille Dulude, age 16 


Shame On Me 


The keeper of stories 
told me everything 
except how at fifteen 


she thought she was clever 


riding piggyback 
up to his room 


so the landlady would hear 


only one pair of shoes 
on the stairs, 


how at sixteen 
she was married, 
pregnant, 
doomed, — 

how she’d run, 


_ with her children, 


from the whip 
of his whiskey 


= 4o-family 
who took them in 


splaying out her sins 


so their daughters 
would whiff 


e stink of it. 
Though she’s gone 


Alphonse Dulude, Sr. 


Alphonse Dulude, Sr. 


Alphonse Jr. and Beatrice 


Alphonse Jr., Edward and Beatrice 


RES ORE 


era ee 


‘6 & 


Michael & Mary Lafond at their Arnold Street, Palmer homestead 


= 


Alphonse Sr., Drayman 


Billy Mullen and Alphonse Dulude, Sr. 


Cmpeeegre. 


Dear: Family, 


cas While yesterday’ s letter zeroed-in on Aiphanaé E Dulude, Sr., today will focus primarily on 
a oe Let’ s start with her name. 


-(Lafor d) 1 Leveille. When her parents immigrated to the United States, her father changed 
oe their last name to ‘Smart’. I learned from Maurice Fontaine, je. that ‘Leveille’ translates to‘a_ 
ne lively person, someone with energy’. Junior said he could see the relationship between the 
translation and their new Americanized name ‘Smart’. As you know, when European — 
immigrants in the early part of the 20th century passed through Ellis Island it was common 
_ practice for customs officers to shorten or change the immigrants’ last names if they found 
them too difficult to spell or pronounce, so name changes were not uncommon at that time. 
(Not that Canadians pecs weed Ellis Island; wae didn't, but the idea to Americanize 


. their names oe a on. J 


Growiha up in n the beglad: eotiean: s s closest relationship was swith her raateinal 
grandparents, Michael and Mary (Lamothe) Lafond, and her many s stories about them were 
filled with detail. Please not leis ne generation older than Etienne Dulude. 
‘This means for my grandc! l & Mar Lafond would be your great, great, 

great, great, great grandparet res tell more of the story. 


: seorgianna was born on October 1, 1885 in Cauticook, Canada to Joseph and Melvina oa 


"Michael Lafond 


Michael and Mary Lafond 


—E————— 


eee al 


Keeper of the Stories 


My great-grandmother told me everything 
about everyone: how her grandfather lost 
one arm and both hands to the saw mill — 
how he’d button his own vest by pressing 
against a beam in the barn; how his wife 
had a goiter the size of a football: how her 
younger brother sent letters in code 

from the institution. She gave me the long 
locks of hair their mother cried over 

when their father took him for a haircut. 
Slie gave me her Aunt Mary’s gold hoop 
earrings, her husband’s Franco-American 
lapel pin, a dress pin the size of a quarter, 
bearing a photo of her taken at sixteen, 
and an ivory lace hankie —a gift, when she 
was five, from the shop owner where 

her mother bought her a new coat. 


She spoke little of herself but for stories 

of washing clothes for the convent, how 

she’d hold the clothespins in her mouth, 
wondering later if that was bad for her health. 
She told how she scrubbed her floors with lye. 
She was proud of the starched collars, and spit 
shine shoes her boys wore to church dances. 
There were things about her I figured out for 
myself, and things I learned from my parents 
like how the whole town called her ‘meme,’ 
and how she lived with my grandparents 

the second half of her life. I asked my Dad 
what living with his grandmother was like. 
Street Angel, House Devil, he said. He didn’t - 
say anything more about that and I didn’t ask. _ 


She’s gone more than thirty years, yetsomeone 
in the family just told how, at fifteen, my great- 
grandmother was smitten by a man twelve years 
her senior; how she thought it was clever ridin 
piggyback to his room so the landlady would h 
only one pair of shoes on the stairs; how at sixte 
she was married, pregnant and doomed; 
how she’d run, with her children, from the 
of his whiskey to an aunt who'd take them 


Georgiana at 9 months old 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


Georgiana's parents Joseph and Melvina (Lafond) Smart (middle) 
with their friends on each side. 


(Back row) Alphonse Dulude, Jr., 

(Front L-R) Georgiana Smart Dulude; 

Rita Dulude, daughter of Alphonse Dulude, Jr., 
and Georgianna’s mother Melvina Lafond Smart 


: Let’s slow things do 
ft didn’t devote more attention to Michael 
Lafond, Georgianna’ s maternal grandfather. As_ 


e > and Mary (my great-great-great 


and big mémé never tired of "met the crow of a , : + we qu 
3 - ~ mis e a : ap “MIKE LA FORDE AND HIS W 
re ' : : DERFUL POTATO VINE 


‘This is a picture of Mike LaFo 
and his wonderful potato vine. Gro: 
_ ing potatoes is a specialty with Mi 
‘This wonderful vine measured over 
feet and bore 24 eatable potatoes 
the hill. You have Mike! 8 word for ii 


ecame frightened and r 


: n Mike Lafond, Jr's mapressite | : “itor 
ss gardening skills. The e app a t fall too far as 


| | young children and the 
{the future was rather dark. 
ned, ee that h 


2 who “real 
: 2 4 urd ing wantd hisct to B 
-You will notice the nev pape: articles all 3 : oo r becoming whé n and = od seh, Some are & little ne 
é e ets Le "_versation w! vas overh 
y _ quite evident that the resu 
_ quite up te the standard. It went Hl 


u ought to see my § 
Fight « 
yer first. How are 


What kinda 


get 
hile on the subject of spu 
introduce our potato ki 
We also send a chall 
f you can. 
“Mr. LaForde is very mode 
would not have held up this © 
tate vine, and the twenty 


on if his ne ghboring La 
had not made a fuss ov! 
ri hooking them out a pe 
the hill right along, until the 
nentioned neighbors begs 
the _ potatoes, This gave Mike 
so he began to count hi 
puds, and ad 
four (24) potato hill Teak t 
he 1 i. a 
That is enough, however, to make 
Palmerites back him up 4 


ckwire Spence Potato King 
the fact until 
better 


D. 


a 2 a RRM 


a 


April 10,2018 


Dear Family, | : 


Let’s talk about my father’s mother, Beatrice Dulude Fontai ; E 
Smart Dulude. ne, middle child and only daughter to Alphonse Sr. and Georgianna 


Of the 30 years I knew her, here’s what I remember: she was ki i i 
: : nd, ca ; ; oy: 
Dirac! ivaiiable. Ting, patient, quiet, clean (immaculately clean), and always, 


For all those growing-up-across-the-street-from-her 
: er years, there was never a time that she didn’t dr. rythin 
all th ‘t drop ever n i 
Sy ek when As Hep in to see her. Which, as a child was quite often, and at each visit she ena at oem he bia 
y is my lie’, it is because of the comfort and happy memories that preparing and enjoying a cup of tea ca 


brings. In i smé i Pp (< 
7g my earliest years, mémé would sit me on her lap (on the small wooden rocker by the steam radiator in their kitchen) 


In my lifetime, it appeared that a gg a gg 
lived with them tes ws a abs: em llonesly care for her husband, R.J. (and her mother Georgianna who 
in Three Rivers. But ti : as ae. : 777 
both egg laying, be Ona ra Hee © to her life prior to the 80's as mémé had commercially raised chickens for years 
to her huge coop, hung the bird upside cage can ne nen & customer ordered a chicken for Sunday dinner, méma went out 
fancy. With the exception of one ae ae siit his throat, and plucked every last feather. Mémé was meticulous, but she wasn’t 
Nite Sitancuisiaue ae sl 'e never wore make-up or jewelry. To this day I am still intri ed by the f : 
aint Maan cy and cleaned up after one of the dirtiest animals on earth ee ee 


Be fare ae ieee a Fae ee : : : 
> Photos of the do !and two related p 3 : y 
Beatrice raising chickens reflec “Cand two related poems. The one about the doll quilt is short and sweet. Th 

‘aising chic ne Gee ee Lee 2 ind sweet. Smé 
mémé Sa di ies ee are photos taken in the early sixties: one is fe as a la 
1 2. ery One 18 OF Ben dressed for a typica’ Ee eS ae 
©oked to us from our kitchen window across | eel + a typos! work Gay, and the third is a glimpse of how their house 


RJ. Fontaine early 1960's 


PEN 


Egg Money 


Any day but Sunday 
my grandmother 
hardtoimagine ss 
tied bythe toes 
cock-will-doodle-do 

white and runny 

she had her favorites 

flick of a wrist 

recessed cement pit 

red rubber boots 
shoveling piles of powdery 
shit imagine the killing 
wearing white gloves 

to high Mass 

before I was born. 


Richard Fontaine, Early 1940's 


Beatrice carrying her pet chicken (sometime in the 1940's) 


Richard Fontaine, Early 1940's 


April 11, 2018 


Dear Family, © 
There’s a lot more to share about Beatrice, but today we’re going to side-step a bit. 


Mémeé’s father, Alphonse Dulude Sr. had a sister named Philomene, who married Narcisse Bernard. Philomene and Narcisse had 13 
children, and Beatrice was cousin and friend to those siblings. Her closest friend was Rezelda (evolving to an English transcription to 


- _ Rosella) Bernard and you will find two gorgeous photos of Beatrice and Rosella as young teenagers. Rosella’ s sister Simone grew up 


to marry Maurice Fontaine, Sr., ae s younger brother. ve female cousins married two brothers. 


As miaiied couples, these 4 were very close. and ovat wtica Maurice and Simone moved from Three Rivers to Cambridge, 
Massachusetts in 1941, their family friendship ties remained tight. 


Maurice was the most ‘modern’ and what I might call ‘cultured’ of the Fontaine brothers (there were three sisters and three brothers 
with George Jr being the youngest of the boys), and Maurice chose city life close to Boston to raise his family, and to pursue his 
career path as an electrician. 


Throughout the 1940’s, Beatrice shipped fresh eggs i ina specially ocd crate that went back and forth between houses, to ek 
brother and sister-in-law in Cambridge. This was fairly common practice ee and you will see a photo of a metal egg box used for 


os that purpose. My narrative ea "Mail Order Eggs’, illustrates that story. 


Here you will find a Econ poem, swith: accompanying artwork entitled, "May Morning", whic is about Maurice and Simone. 

Maurice, like all three Fontaine brothers, was industrious and multi-talented. He was a fine woodworker, electrician, and jack of all 
trades. For example, I was told his wife needed a cookie sheet one day so he formed one out of a sheet of metal. Simone was a quilter, 
and their son Maurice Jr. showed me a lovely handmade baby quilt she had made for the baby she was expecting before Junior was 
born. That baby was still- born, so the quilt was never used. May Morning, which is actually two poems/two people/ two stories 
sandwiched eee ace tyre eiterant time Ronn their marriage. 


The companion May Moen sesdinbiane art piece is made up mainly of relics given to me by Maurice Sr. It was a privilege (and 
always a lot of laughs) to have known os a Cease fun-loving man. Simone died in 1958, at the age of 48. Maurice Sr. died in 
2001 at 90. oe oe : 


Mail Order Eggs, 1940's 


Maurice bought the box that cradled the eggs 
shipped parcel post every other week. 

A mail-order black, miraculous metal box 

with latches that didn’t lock & a slot on the top 
boasting a reversible card: 


Maurice Fontaine 
(the other side said) 
22 Day Street 
Sommerville, Mass 


R.J. Fontaine 

(one side said) 

5 Cross Street 
Three Rivers, Mass 


R.J.’s wife raised the chicks — collected, candled, 
& shipped the eggs in that black metal box 

to her sister-in-law who would pile them high 

in a big heirloom bowl until each morning at five 
she’d whittle them away as fried breakfast filet 
and then ship the empty box back for more. 


It was the women who fondled those eggs, but 
the names of their men adorned the card on the box. 


May Morning 


Fourth month, fresh muslin fabric 

The war was good to us. 
Fifth month, cut into squares 

You rewired half a fleet of submarines 
Sixth month, pink & blue scraps 

and still managed to make it home 


scissors, needles, patterns, thread 

for dinner every night 
Seventh month, crocus by the door 

You could do anything. Remember 
pale silk petals, satin-stitched more 

that time you formed flat steel scraps 


Light month, border lace edged 

into matching cookie sheets, then gave 
the blanket ready, across the bed 

them away? You always gave things away. 
Ninth month, our born girl dead 

Sorry I left you so soon 


Se — : 2h . _ 
& ‘ wa 


(L-R) Rosella Bernard and Beatrice Dulude 


(L-R) Florida Renaud, Rosella Bernard, Beatrice Dulude 


April 12, 2018 


Dear Family, 


Two days ago I wrote that my grandmother, Beatrice Dulude Fontaine wasn’t fancy, and with the exception of one occasion, she never 
wore make-up or jewelry. (Other than her plain gold wedding band.) 


That one occasion was R.J. and Beatrice’s 40th wedding anniversary party in 1965, and the poem about that celebration pretty much says 
it all. You will quickly learn, from this poem written in couplets, that R.J. was a character who loved to tease! 


P.S. There are two photographs: one is a full length wedding day photo (1925) of R.J. and Beatrice, and the other was taken right around 
the time of their 40th anniversary. 


~ with our parents. I was eleven wearing shee s 
pantyhose for the first time, with shiny black flats _ 


under a straight, short-sleeved red taffeta dress, 
gathered right above where there should have been _ 


breasts. My new cat-eye glasses were brown to match 
my hair. At the after-party party Pepe knelt by my chair, 


lifted my left leg onto his knee, smirked — then spewed — 
Pattes de poule. When the laughing stopped, | asked mon 


Oa aes for the meaning. Legs like a chicken, she whispered. 
Beatrice and R.J. Fontaine on their a .. 
Wedding Day February 24, 1925 


R.J. and Beatrice Fontaine 


ee 


April 13, 2018 


Dear Family, 


Like I said, there was nothing fancy about my grandmother. She kept a low 
profile and nothing about her, or the way she lived was ever showy. 


When I visited with her it was usually to talk, over tea, at the kitchen table. 
One day in the midst of our conversation, when I was maybe 9 or 10, she told 
me she had a diamond engagement ring. When I asked where it was, she 
pointed to the kitchen ceiling meaning her bedroom above. When I asked 
why she didn’t wear it, she responded in French. 


The poem sheds more light on Beatrice, and tells the rest of this story. 


P.S. A three-line stanza is called a tercet. In contemporary poetry, it is not 
uncommon for the title to serve as the first line in a poem. 


/ 4. | 
AALteth 


ad, bsp vw (b., fi 
it es ik ffed € | be 


Jz learpen it b one a8 
le A elf 


dy Lf flo ad f ca sins ‘i urd 


een 


a hes, adda _ a 
Grad ae and bmtFus> tam omg 
bdd tate Grd do Pet L ght 
om d Hig P hdd panltle ar a 


ae ae , Flee en ie Led 


songated ee fo, hw Add Chef if uf, 
he ie ad Gta e * ta. ad: re Lief 
k eas irr f° A Corvtee a 


td 3 cs Cie * attr 
Ae 


April 15, 2018 


o Dear Family, 


On the next page you will find two George & Ozilda Fontaine family photos. One, takenin — 
Fontainebleau, OC in 1910 or 1911, includes hex first i children: Angelina, oy Cone 
Meagan Lillian, and Blanche. 


The second photo was taken in 1930 i in es Rivers, Mase This bot 3 is of piteaiiar = 
interest fe me because omy ee Beatrice ety aa back piomy is Pregnant for — 


In eo Rie and Beatrice had been married for 5 years, had miscarried at least once, and 
belies PEC ranSy | had cepa liaetionte: In her ee trimester, Beatrice v was s advised 19 Was 


KO W. Porvin 


POTVIN BROTHERS 
ESTABLISHED 1906 


Home FuRnNisHers 


THREE Rivers, Mass. 


Potvin Brothers Home Furnishers Invoice 1929 


(Back L-R) Maurice Sr. (b.1911), George Jr. (b.1915), Beatrice Dulude Fontaine (b.1905), RJ. Fontaine (b.1905), 


Armand Beriault (b.?), George Joseph Fontaine (b.1880). 
(Front L-R) Blanche (b.1910), Lillian (b.1907), Myrella Beriault, daughter of Angelina & Armand Beriault (b. 1923), 
Angelina Fontaine Beriault (b.1903), and Ozilda Lamoureux Fontaine (b.1885). 


Just like the emperor penguin 
holding his mate’s egg fo 
warm behind belly feather 
atop his big flat ais 


‘This dad too, bore some of the load 
~ after work he'd carry her home 


: jong and lonely. qT close i in sendi 
From the one who desires to make 


Richard E. Fontaine, age 2-3 years old R.J.’s 1923 love letter, translated to English 


April 16,2018 


Dear Family, 


ae When you grow up living in a house directly across the street from your 
_grandparent’s, and you spend every major holiday with them, and you cross that 
A et to visit with them on a regular basis, and you observe their comings and 
yoings j just as they observe yours you get to know them very \ well. In fact, some 

_ might say, too well. For me, as the granddaughter, I wouldn't classify the intimacy 
as ‘too well’, but for my mother the daughter in-law, I know there were times she 
felt that Lee But that’ 's another story for another 5 side ? 


- Freer now, let me jak say this: R.J. and Beatrice @ulude) Fomaine « were married for — 
56 years before pépé died in 1981. In all the years that I observe od their 
relationship I WitiSeeee onl patience, kindness, respect, consideration, and love | a 


a 


April 17,2018 


Dear Family, 


Beatrice Bernard from St. Hyacinthe (Quebec), Canada was 
cousin to Simone, Rosella, and their Bernard siblings living in 
Three Rivers, Massachusetts. Twice a year when Beatrice 
Bernard would take a train with her family to visit her U.S. 
cousins, that is how, when, and where she met my grandmother 
Beatrice Dulude. Mémé was also first cousins and close friends 
to the Bernard children, but they were related on their Dulude > 
mothers’ side. ; 


Beatrice Bernard and Beatrice Dulude became friends, and 
then became pen pals. For over sixty years they wrote to each | 
other sharing news of everyday life and special events. They : 
told of marriages, births, jobs, deaths, their children, their _ 


grandchildren and their great-grandchildren. And then they | 
shared the loss of their husbands who happened be die one 


week aa : oe Se ey p 


How do 1 know all Of this? Beeaune my dad, Richard, found all of _ 


Beatrice Bernard LeMay’s letters in my granc nother’ s house 
after she died, and he read them all. Each one was written in _ 


French and the chain of those letters pieced the tied oftheir 


Separate lives eee 


Today's s haiku poem, dnp ane ‘s aaies (ext sad nak), 


celebrates ret at ete frie r 


sixty years 
crossing the border 
our letters 


Dear Family, 
In February of 1950, just six months before he married my mother Irene Rachel 


oe Charette, my father Richard arranged an elaborate celebration for his parents’ 
olish Club 


25th wedding anniversary. The event was held at the St. Stanislaus P 
(circa 1920) on Main Street in Three Rivers. The reception hall was located on the 


nd floor of the old, wood-framed building. 


: All of F J. and Beatrice’s family and friends were there: Fontaines, Duludes, 
_ Bernards, Fortunes, Ouimettes, Laviolettes, Sansoucys, Bonnayers and half the 
_ parishioners of St. Ann’s church. ee eee. 


_ As was typical of French parties at the time, there was food, booze, music and - 
cIrishstep 


dance. ‘Quadrille’ dancing to be exact. What is a quadrille? Thin 

dance, folk dance, and square dance all rolled into one, anddozensofhappy 
on onan old second -story wood floor. 
2 on the fir nd looking up 


‘rench men and women stomping in unis 
Now, imagine a strange enjoying a beer at the bar 
autiously, now and the: rday nigh 


ated, docile example ofa 
om/ La Bastringue by Annie 
oom quadrilles of early 


Canadian French quadrille, g¢ 
"Walsh. (Not to be confused 
_ France, or the Jamaican « 


| 


April 19, 2018 


Dear Family, 


In our growing-up-years, our family joined all of the Duludes in celebrating Christmas Eve. 
Each year a different family would host the festivities, and I best remember a Christmas Eve 
when the gathering was at our house on Pine Street, Three Rivers. 


There are many memorable moments to those special times, but what stands out is the 
memory of my grandfather, R.J. arriving on the scene each year dressed as Santa. In our 
youngest years, Santa, his suit, his visit were all so believable and then as we got older well, 
a picture speaks a thousand words, and the attached photographs tell all. 


Playing Santa in the 50’s wasn’t new to R.J. As the story goes, he purchased the suit in the 
1930’s and would wear it each Christmas Eve walking house to house visiting family and 
friends in town. According to legend, he would stop in long enough for a shot of ‘cheer’, and 
would eat a pickle or two at each visit. He claimed, ‘Eat pickles when you drink and you 
won't get sick’. Well, each year he had pickles with his shots and each year he got sick! 


R. J. Fontaine's 1930's santa suit 


Pickles, 1930's. 


Stars to light the way 

he’d walk a stage of streets _ 
through his neighborhood village 
where three rivers meet — 

one hand carried a sack 


_ white muslin tied loose in a knot 


in the other along-handled bell = 
rung loud as he’d yell HO HO HO / 
Merry Christmas 


His theatrics. were many and 


never rehearsed — 


but in tonight’ yearly ie 


an encore would unfold. Ina suit 


of red flannel _not wool 
with a pillow stuffed fat 


and an appetite for laughs — 
. he'd — on doors : 


on was for grown ups 
dren ignored oe 


ras 


Ee a 


(L-R) Alphonse Dulude, Jr., Arthur Fortier, 
Roland (R.J.) Fontaine 


My Grandparents Live 
In My Christmas Tree 


As the snow and sawdust fly 
And the tree topples aground 
Their toes start to wiggle 

A certain breeze circles round 


The tree is home now all aglow 
As the angel rests above 


They are stretching now and smiling. 


I’m enveloped in their love 


Each ornament reflects our family 
Old stories newly told 

A season full of memories 

Each worth their weight in gold 


It’s time to box up the trimmings 
Sweep the needles up off the floor 
My grandparents linger a moment 
A pause and a sigh at the door 


Time to say our goodbyes now 
I'll see you both next year 

In the attic with the ornaments 
Where I hold you both so dear 


Alphonse Dulude, Jr. and M. Eva Fortier Dulude 
on their wedding day. 


Alphonse Dulude Jr. on right 


April 21, 2018 


Dear Family, 


There was good news and bad news to living across the street from my grandparents, and I mentioned earlier that for my 
mother, the daughter-in-law, there were some challenging times. Not only were we all family, but father and son (pépé and my 
dad), owned and operated ‘Fontaine Moving and Storage’ (reps for North American Van Lines) with operations office, 
warehouse, and garages right next door to our homes. 


Just as our family of five didn’t miss much with the personal, social, and business ‘doings’ across the street, so too did R.J. and 
Beatrice sit front row observing our family life. And, what (pépé couldn’t decipher through observation, he would ask in a most 
direct, yet pseudo- casual way. In broken English he would preface an uncomfortable question with, It’s none of my business 
there me, but... 


Today’s art and two poems provide another glance at our 50’s and 60’s fishbowl family life. 


There Me 


April 22, 2018 


Dear Family, 
Méme did her fair share as well in the butting-into-our-personal-family-business, but it wasn’t 
very often and she was way more subtle about it than pépé. Not surprising, with women being 


the smarter of the sexes and all. (Just wanted to see if the men are paying attention!) 


Today’s art and poetry says it all. It wasn’t long after this event that I understood and accepted 


that my grandmother just couldn’t help herself. I know a little something about that condition... 


Two Apples 
_ That week in the summer 


— of 69 while my mother 


: in charge of the laundry. 


— to dry my grandmother 
arrived from her kitchen 


— in the Oey 


lost her ovaries | was | 
As the first load hung out — 


across the street and like 
“abloodhound bolted 
ee for the clothesline. 


Her tech eyes ae chapped 
~ hands inspected each wet 
_ piece while I stood silent 


be pacnped my mtr Ss. 
ow nightie draping its soft 
sles 


- aded or her serub bo 


’s a ae of the inside: of | 
sults; to him the sketch was 


‘ofg giggles oe my left h 


and 40 Ibs ofie ice held fight: a 
‘between tongs, with my Tight. 


and git — . aS 
in 1945 the old lash jo Cheney 
gave mea bagof pears 
and when I brought doors se : 


Danghter’s faraly aidi't eat : 
eweets so she’d a me_ 


baked good tr treats 0 on top 
of the icebox. Cookies, — 


muffins, brownies and pul f 
unforgettable, lors cream 


Richard and RJ. Fontaine, delivering ice, 1944 


HARRY S. KENDALL, Treasurer 


B. KENDALL CO. 
IGE AND FUEL. 
a _— : “NOT JUST ICE 


Aue. 27, Phone 1500 


by. R. J. 
Ghree Rivers, 


tine ago you ing euired of us in recerd to ice. 
c practically nothing 69 


= have purchased some ige in nort 
ieee 40 fe 16" thick 


a 


= 


Fe pabe ana i 
af However, ey ¥ 
supply you tals on the following basis: 


i. 


oe ots b. Ios house 
e Rivers, 292. 


HESosiL © 


Buying ice from C.B. Kendall 1937 


Ice Damage . 


10:57 am 
I park alongside the icehouse 
_ hear the rickety-spit song Ord 
___ 1929 motor, encased in its original _ 
_ Chevy frame, now born-again breath 
_ toa 50 foot conveyor. It’ 22 : 
and I've bee _ ici 


WHEN (T'S AM EXIDE TO 


DANIEL'S SERVICE STATION 


Ice truck fuel and repair slips from 1934 and 1935 


Ice customer ordering card and billing cards 


April 27, 2018 


Dear Family, 


In writing a poem, the poet is mindful of three main elements: mode (narrative, lyric, or meditative), form (free verse, strict form 
verse, stanzas, block, etc.) and device (craft such as rhyme, rhythm and repetition). 


Today's poem, "Obituary", is a ‘prose poem’. This form can be tricky, but for this particular story - the story of the death of the ice 
man - it seemed most appropriate. 


With the invention of the refrigerator, came the demise of R.J.’s ice business, so by the late 40’s he was already transitioning into a 
couple of new ventures, one of which was the oil delivery business. Many homes in the area had moved from wood or coal heat to 
fuel oil heat and R.J. ventured into serving those needs. But, as fate would have it, he quickly discovered that the fumes from the fuel 
oil made him sick, so he sold the oil business to his brother-in-law, Alphonse Jr., (Beatrice’s brother), and Dulude Oil was born. 
Dulude Oil blossomed under Alphonse’s reign and when he died suddenly in 1965, his daughter Rita and her husband Leroy Rogers 
ran the business until they sold it in 1981to Noonan Energy, another local oil company. 


RJ.’s other enterprise was long distance hauling whereby he employed several men including my father Richard, Pete (Wilfred) 
Dulude, John Myers, and Dizzy Brodeur to transport goods for Better Brush to New York, Ohio, and Illinois. I can’t tell you the precise 
dates of when this long distance hauling started, but I can tell you that my parents spent their first married Christmas in 1950 on one 
of those long haul trips, and when my mother told her version of the story it included something about having to pee in a cup! 


About that same time my father and his dad expanded their long distance moving to include local services, and that was the 
beginning of Fontaine Moving and Storage. 


R.J. by his moving van a to his garage mets 1940's. His brother Mars, built the earn cabiatnat over a flat 
bed truck. Exterior metal. 


g ee trees as did 
> never heard from 


Im twinge Zea t© it 
STon§ ana StraiSht 


FACE lifted 10 Te SUN 
SAP RuNNiNG 


sw 5 be oming. ioeaia 
buy g g proceries at Tenczar s = Market a oe as eee ape 


Y about pepe like how each 


ame. Our family has 


The Way I Like Them 


The day he was laid out 

my grandfather’s fingernails 
were clean. His black suit 

and stiff white shirt, with the no 
button collar and the shy gray tie, 
were the same ones he’d worn 

to St. Ann’s every Sunday, worn 
to all our family weddings 

and funerals. The hair was right, 
so little of it left: straight, coarse, 
slicked back — still black, 

but the fingernails were wrong. 


Wrong for a man whose hobby 

was to raise Black Angus cows, 
repair fence posts, grease his _ 
Massey-Ferguson engine. Wrong 
for a man who changed tires on 
hundreds of trucks while hauling 
ice, then later hauling households. 
Wrong for a man whose wife used 
Lestoil on a washboard with a scrub 
brush in the basement, erasing sweat 
stains from his Sears work shirts. 


Leave his hands alone I wish I'd said. 
Keep his nails dirty. 


The Way | Like Them 


